EVENING

" Ah, then I am able to tell to you something which
your grand bureau does not know, and I tell to you,
Capitaine Waterloo, that you have in your employment
a lot of fools. They can to do nothing. I am laughing
at them every day. What you pay them for do nothing
and swell with bigness and be secret polices like that ? "

" That is my business."

" But when I tell to you that I am the porter for the
German Legation I think you will pay me more. How
much you pay me to tell what I am finding out there about
who comes, who goes, what they speak, and perhaps, if it
is easy, to steal a paper from the desk of Koenig, the
Marine Attache' ? "

Of course, they had haggled over the monthly salary.
One haggled over every transaction out here. But in the
end, when he had agreed to pay six hundred francs a
month to him who was to be known in future as Keats,
he had felt convinced that he had driven the best bargain
since the Bureau was started. And so it turned out For
five months now that surreptitious little man had met him
three times a week in secret. Nobody except Crowder
and Henderson knew of his employment. All the other
poets were building up a career of villainy for him in the
suspect files under his real name. Milton had more than
once expressed his determination to beat him senseless at
the first favourable opportunity. Dryden had fancied him
so dangerous to the interests of the Allies that he had put
forward a plan for luring him down to the harbour and
drowning him some dark night His salary had mounted
up a hundred francs a month. It was a thousand now,
and he earned it He had the right kind of memory.
Not a person had visited the German Legation whose
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